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Who Was to Blame ?

T was just one week before Jack Curting-
-|.ttm's‘ widding day, and an importagt ques-

tion was on his mind as he came in and
Jput his arm Jovipgly around nls bnide
to be.

Jack was nothing if not bupinesslike and
methodical, and he detérmined that nothing
sHould be left undone to mar thelr happiness.

“Darling,” be said, serlousiy, “ithis is the
Jast night we ean he together before our
wedding and T want to digeuss oar trip with
you. Now, I have been thinking it over, and
I'm golng to offer you your cholce of twog
trips. Yoy can go tg California or Burope
‘What do you sey?’

For some thne Mahe] Merlin dld not speals,
Finally she started up apologeticadly.

“Forgive me, dearest,” she ssid. “When
you spoke I wis frying to think just whar 1
would Eays on my wedding gown, These
details don't Iaterest you, of comurse, but
Hany se important to me. What did you

1 zald, dear, sald Jack, “that you could
go to either Californla or Byioane for yonr
wedding trip. 1 will give you yaur choice.
Personally 1 think I ghould prefer Callfor-
nig. I have pever seen it apd I think one
ought to see one's own country first; Bt
don't let this influence you.”

Mabel looked nhsently out of the window.
“Mother has some old peint that would be
fing,” she said, *but we are all afraid i
jen’t long enpugh. In that case 1 shall have
to use Valenclommes, After all, It might be
mtm‘.ll

“¥es, 1 think so, top,” repliad Jack, with
considerable tict, *but, as [ was saying"—

His flancés smiled up at him sweetly.

“0f pourse,” sho said. “¥You were talking
ghout the trip, Now, dear, do as you please
about it. You know best, of course. I had
my heart set on that old point, but still"—

The next day Jack made arrangements
for their Oalifornia trlp. He collected fime
talles from all duarters. He interviewed
passenger agents and information men
galore, and finally, true to his methodical
miind, had his six wesks' route mapped out
in perfect detsil. And then, after making
a farge hole in his bank agcount for rallway
tickets, he tied the whole mass up in a
neat bundle and put it in the safe, all ready
for the trip to begin.

S¥hat he did or how he lived up to the
cergmony he did not afterward know, 1t
wag omough that the time finally passed,

a gtrangs dream.
mgt last th%y sat in the carriage op thelr
way to the station from the churoh,
¥ ling,” Juck murmyred, ‘can You
reallges that it is all oyer apd that we are
at last pn our way to Californla?”

His bride seve a startled ery. “Califor-
niat” she slmost screamed. “We are nok
zoing to Californfa. are we?” : )

“Certainly,” sald her husband, ‘Dri'dn t1
give you your choiee, and didn't you'—

His better half of thirty minutes burst

0 8.
ln‘t'(‘.ntlel?omln!" ghe muttered. “Why, 1 hate
CQulifornia! I thought, of course, you must
know 1 wanted to go to Burope.”

The Stranger.

{ eames down the broad walk
lu!fll;“h&m the summer hotel, fresh
from the traim, the glrls began imme-
dintely W draw Jots for him.

He was trim, he was dapper, at the same
time bandsome, with a certain sir of manil-
ress—a mu's man. He hed evidently been
used to handiing others .

) bet,” smid Gertie, “he is marrled.”

@ertie alwnys was 8 passimist.

“Nonsense!’ gxcliimed Geraldine. “Look
at the way he walks, His shoulders are not
bent. He hasp't got the bill atmosphere
-tl\b_uut‘hlm. Can'l you gee how unmarried he
ooks?" "

4ywell,” suld Helen proudly, “I've drawn
lilm, ahyway, I'll have the first chance

“Whal are yon going to do¥’ chornsed

| the girls.

“Why, I'm:gning to do the reguiar thing.
vl in four hours from now he and I will
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be sitting in the shadow of yon distant rogk,
and you mustn't interrupt us.”

vWell, T am next,” sald Gertrude. “You
ean only have hlm for twenty-four hours,
Why, he lsn't golng ints the offlce at all.
He i8""—

“Dear me," exclaimed Helen, “he doesn't
naed a shave."

At this moment the hotel elerk strolled out,

“Why ls i, sajd Gertrude, “that the new
arrivgl is golpg inte the barber's shop?'”

The clerk smiled as the glrls crowded
around, j

“Becgusge," he sald, “he ix the new head
barber," TOM MAS3SON.

The Wa;_?;ard Son,

NCE upop a time a prodigal son, who
was from home, got into debt gnd other
trouble because he squandered every
copt that be recelved from an indulgent
father. i
He desired to continue his life of dissipa-
tion, eand in order to do go wrote (o his
father for money, saving that he intended to
reform and be an exemplary young man in
every way.
Tiis father sent him a fat check,
Moral;:—He who would continue In wrong-
dolhg never objects to o check.
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The Billionnaire.

Nowadays & man’s not rich

With a mean and paltey mtlion,

His palm must twitch with o mighty iteb
For 'a cool and princely billlon.

Bad News,

The Sofa—What makss the chalr look so
sivum to-day?

The S8etter—The mistress 'sald she was go-
Ing to have 1t caned.

N my mem’ry there’s a picinre
I Of a dear old connlry place,
And the years that £nsf are fleeting
Never will it quite efface.
A silent, gusint eld garden,
With itz leafy maples tall,
Where the rozes hung in ¢lasters
O'er the ivy eovered wall.

There the hollyhecks were blooming,
There the morning glory wine

Was rich witlh purple biossoms
In the summer’s bright sunshine;

There the boneysuckle trailing
Wear the quiet mstie seaf,

Where the bipds were ever singlog
in the days we msed to meet.

Near by the murmuring water,
Bipni{uz flopg ite shady way,
Seemead to me g love song singing
That brought gledaess to the day.
And in faney Pve the picture—
It's & sweet bnt hitter drenm—
As 1 gee her stavdipg, waillug,
Where the willows kiss the stream,

Onee I wandered to the garde
Down the paths Jove nsed to lead;
But no Aowers thers were blosming—
Where the roses, now the weel;
And the brook still lowed on gently,
But its murmurings were sad,
And no more the birds were singing
To make the morning glad.

Now deserted, dead and leafless,
Like that garden, so my heart;

For its blossoms, drooping, withered
Wlien onr paths grew far apart.

She has gone, but my love’s living—
That and memory is my #

Of the days in that old garden,
With its roses o'er the wall,

From Recent Novels.

“She turned up her nose at what he said.”
Put she soon turned it down again, besagse
every time she sneezed it put her halr out
of eurl

“He Jaughed to split his sides” We be-
leve they could have been split more quickly
and more effeptively with an axe.

wile stared into space.” But he stopped
staring when the advertiging man told him
the space would cost him § per agate line.

#“0Oh, my <hildt” The amount she owed
fher child, However, is not stated.

“He tore up the street llke a madman.'
To lay & few sewer pipes, perhaps.

Y will stick theough thick and thin” We
note in the gpening ¢hepter that the Lero is
a pretty “sharp’” fellow,

“Agk father!’ Do not think for one min-
ute that this is a love allair, The above
words were directed to the French dress-
maker who had called to collect & bill.

*She {ifted her eves to his,” This did not
require mueh strength, as she bad light ayes.

T have becomé Intoxicated with love for
you, he said.” Rather a cheap Jag.

“Angrily he brought down his foot.” We
presume this incident took place in a med-
lcal college and thut the speaker was ond
nf the profegsors bringing down the foot
to explain its bones to the students, The
regt of the body, no doubt, was Jeft up stwirs

in the leebox.
Ir. . PITZER.
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The Weekly Gazette.

How wa love the Jittle paper, €er g0 mofdest
and so meet,
As It comes its lengthy journey from the
oouniry every week;
From the good gid town belind ms that we
left €p lOoRE JgO,
VWhen the city fever becked ue with its ar-
tifielal glow.
Oh, the news ts never startling, and the
pletures are but few,
And it's crowided with stock matter, and the
4 Lype is never new;
But'it brings an old time feeling as we turn
Its pages o'er,
Reading here gand there of neighbors, as
we'vie often read before-—

“John Smith has gone to Meadowbrook
Tn see hile brother BiL"

“lke Mearvin's hired the Peckbam paee
On top of Miller's hill.”

“Sam Bartow's fixed his clfer press,”™
“Hen Holmes hus bought g eow.”

“*Hamp Cuiver's going to Pﬂlﬂl bl barn’
“ir's time to hay it now.'

“Doe, Banders’ boy has euf Me foot,”
“The wells are getiing dry.” \

“The price of eggs has dropped & eynl,
But butter still {s high "

“A drommer eame to town to-day.”
“Bil] Brown has sold his mare.”

“Tee crejmm at Baker's corner store,
it's conling to be there,”

Yes, we love the lttle peper, s so brim-
ming full of news,

And we tear the pasted wrapper we're go
eager to peruse;

Angd we settle by the fireside while the world
goes rushing on,

And devote sn hour to reading, which Is il
too quilekly gone.

And we look acress the distance from the
eity to the town,

And we sigh and brush a tear drop ag we

3 lay the paper down;

For we're carrled back to sehool days, and
to good old days of yore,

W‘h:m we read these gimple items, a8 we've
often read before:—

“The band will meet on Friday night*
“Dipk Wade Is out again”™ o

"Lem Wallace's sold bis sorrel horse
-f:]-lﬁ] ]I;L{*am to Enoch Lane ™

Wi Iner's passing round cigars—
A booncing boy, they say,”

“Dot Clarke has got the chicken pox.*
""I"he schools all close to-day,”

“Bim Halnes is golng to build sn eil”
“Church festlyal to-night,”

“The summer boarders have srrived,
The town Is lively quite”

“A parcel lost on Miller's Bill,
Finder please leave it here.”

“Bubscribe for “The Weekly Gozetto’
One dollar for the year.” JOR CO NE.

Dangers of a Train,

O:{CE upon a th:e there was an awlkward
foung man who was very happy, be-
causé he was danclog with the young
= n;:y w;mu affections he desired. y
e thoughts were so busy with mat
love that he forgot aboui the Intricats l:::\-?_j
ments that his big feet were attempting o
Eo through, and in his gyrations he began
to tramp en the young ¥'s train, He was
so slow in realising the situation that L.
eontinued his awkwardness the girl's
skirt was badly torn. ‘
Then she reproved him very sharp nd
never spoke to him afterward. e
SIziwa;-&l;—n Is dangerous (o get off a traln
¥.

Not in Ancient Minstrelsy,

Bones~When is cheese not?

Interlocutor—I don’t know, Brother Bones.
Tell us when cheess is not.

Bones—When It's smelt, Ha! ha! Clattery-
clack!




